A farmer has more dignity/
One to another sighed and cried:
The exorbitant dreams of beggary,
That idleness had borne to pride,
Sang through their teeth from noon to noon;
And when the second twilight brought
The frenzy of the beggars* moon
None closed his blood-shot eyes but sought
To keep his fellows from their sleep;
All shouted till their anger grew
And they were whirling in a heap.
They mauled and bit the whole night through;
They mauled and bit till the day shone;
They mauled and bit through all that day
And till another night had gone,
Or if they made a moment's stay
They sat upon their heels to rail,
And when old Guare came and stood
Before the three to end this tale,
They were commingling lice and blood*
'Time's up/ he cried, and all the three
With blood-shot eyes upon him stared.
'Time's up/ he cried, and all the three
Fell down upon the dust and snored*
'Maybe I shall be lucky yet*
Now they are silent' said the crane*
'Though to my feathers in the wet
I've stood as I were made of stone
And seen the rubbish run about y
It's certain there are trout somewhere
And may be I shall take a trout
If but I do not seem to care.9
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